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Tthe most critical eye, a Pen-Angle
Seter G,àt excels ary other kind iii

the evident care with whîch it was so

beautifully knit and finishe The try-
iu n , tsmtshw fit you themandis oo o

angdo st shows fit has themado tylhIookPe
outdoor appareL Examination of the

material reveals the superfine quality of the
wool yarn that makes it so fleecy, light and

-~warm. But neither of these tbree superficial fffl ù
tests can prove how worthy these kuit garments arm of your

preference and the famous trade-mark they bear. That proof U

is in the wearing of themn under every outdoor condition-for hunting.N

boating, golflng. skating, sleigjiing, driving, walking. Since the Pen-

Angle process knits them perfectly int> lasting shape, they remain smart

looking and neat-fittlng; aud

the wear is there.
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A Cup-id
in Cordur(
(Continued froin Page 9.)

lier hiaïr in pigtaiis an' a fiowery
per on, she let out a littie squeal oJ
an' runs up ter me.'

"My, but Pum giad ter see yer,
1 was sure you was lost, an' Ca
Fitz-Jones was goin' ter start rigli
after breakfast ter hunt fer yer."

"lie was, was lie," says I. "Wil]
had a dandy iark lookin' *for hin
niglit."

"You poor dear old thing. Why s
he'd shot his b'ar an' skinned it lie
back an' led us horne, sayin' you'c
low 'fore long. I kope yer dida't
yer death o- cold."

"Nothin' but a crab," says , I
my derndest ter crack a grin.

Well, sir, it took me three solid
ter git up spunk enougli to try ï
but if 1 didn't I seen poor Sylvaia
be lost in spite of lierseif. Jones
gittin' more boid every minute an
old folks was eggrn' liim on as if
were ',feared se«d stili get away or
It was tlie siglit o' the b'ar skin tho
-soidier had shot that told me liow t
to work.

Yer don't want ter ever persort
critter wben there's guns erbout-it
risky. So first I had ter fix thin
tliat thîs bloodthirsty sport wo
butt ini a second, time. lise only
could do it was ter appeal direct 1
sense o' rnodesty-tie one weak sF
seemed ter haveI lu is thick bide.
lie was so timiid erbout bein' seen
disa:biliy state that he'd walk half ý
fromn the teuts to take his ni1
plunge an' then l'Il be bangeti
didn't wear a bathin' suit. As

wvould have it le'd left al is fin
uýps at Plaster Rock and bronghl
his, huntin' togs into the woods.
lie'd liang up by tise fire wlien hé'dé
in, an' 1 once warned hlm that ace~
miglit happen.

Weii, one happened tbat very
an' next miornin' we woke n p te
notbin' loft of bis pants but thie hi
an' thse seat.

"It wouldni't be so bad if it
jest tise sort o' day that tise fisb
bitin' like mnad," 1 says, sadly,
door of tise tent.

Tise soldier stopped bis mutteri
says iaybe f couid loan a pair
whoever it is is caisipi' on
Island.

"L'il do mny best," says 1, an' P
across.

Pottle wouldn't take no notice
'tii 1 told him what 1 was domn' a
trouble poor Joues was. lu. TI]
grinned a bit an' says to tell bis h,
that he's awful sorry but lie ain
but one suit an' he'il be needin
himnself.
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